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	1. Chapter 1

**Dishonored**

Plague, treason and death greet the spy master when she returns to Berk, along with dark news from abroad. The plague that has been ripping its way through her city has no known cure, and no help is coming from the outside world. How will the Emperor's most trusted guardian respond to the world she is plunged into? And will she allow herself to be consumed by the darkness that surrounds her?

Berk was really beautiful in the spring. The ocean glittered like a billion sapphires against the midday sun, the hot air forever tempered by the cool spray kicked up by the prow of the hearty ship upon which she stood. The gentle rise and fall of the deck was to her like the rocking of a cradle to the child that slept within. Soothing, calming. Despite the glorious day and the gentle rock of the ship, Astrid's heart churned in her chest. Two years. Two long, cold, lonely years far away from home and all for nothing. The flaxen haired young woman drew in a shuttering breath and whipped away a tear. She was trying desperately to piece together how she was going to tell Him she had failed, how the faith and trust He had put in her had so sorely been misplaced. It was a hurt deeper than most in her place would bare. There was a personal failure coupled with the failure of her duty. She would have to look into His eyes and feel His disappointment in her, not just in her news.

"Lady Astrid," said a voice she knew, the captain of the ship upon which she had sailed for so long. "We're almost home. The Emperor has sent word, he would like to see you as soon as possible."

"I understand, Captain" she said clearly, masking her misery with practiced strength. While her exterior was a wall of impenetrable calm, inside she was reeling, her nerves frayed to the bone. The dingy ride to the palace was not a pleasant one, as it usually was. Riding the sophisticated water elevator to the dock, once an experience that could brighten any dreary day, offered no comfort at all.

The system was genius, operating like a canal. The little boat would drift into a lock, a heavy steel door closed behind it. Sea water was then pumped into the lock to bring the boat up to the dock, almost 60 vertical feet. It was both a marvel of engineering and a flawless defense mechanism. Any force that wished to invade from the sea would need to infiltrate the palace, take control of the device and raise and lower their troops in, one small boat at a time. All the while leaving the enemy open to attack from all sides.

Astrid stepped off the boat with an unsteady leg, her heeled boots clicking on the stone dock in the steady rhythm of her stride. She found no comfort upon the land, only an increasing feeling of dread. Every step led her closer to her Emperor, and his disappointed gaze. It was not something she longed to see, as much as she longed to see him again. How could she possibly face him with her failure?

"Astrid!" the call of a young girl roused her from her dark thoughts. "Astrid, Astrid Astrid!" A little green and brown blob bolted from the top of the hill, forming into a child as it ran.

"Emily!" she called back, for once her joy not a mask. She knelt and caught the girl, heaving her up and spinning her around. She squealed with delight as she spun her around before bringing her into a hug.

"I missed you!" she chirped. "Why were you gone so long? Did you go on adventures? Did you bring me anything?" Astrid set the princess down, laughing and tossing her golden hair out of her eyes.

"Yes, I brought you something, but first I have to speak to your father" she said kneeling down to get on her level. "You've gotten bigger since I saw you last."

"Yup!" The girl declared proudly, drawing herself up to her full height of four foot nothing. "A whole six inches!"

"Soon you'll be as tall as your father" she said cheerfully.

"I don't know" she said dubiously. "My father's _huge_." Awe, the care free nature of a child. She longed to have her worries, something as simple as boys and height and trying to stand in proper shoes.

"Play a game with me!" she insisted eagerly.

"I can't Emily, I need to see your father."

"Aww, he's talking with that mean old Spymaster anyway. Come on. Pleeeeease?" Astrid pursed her lips and stared at the girl. She was quite for a long moment, Emily pouting the whole while.

"Oh could those eyes get any bigger!" she relented. "Okay, one game."

"Hurray!" she screamed at the top of his lungs. "Okay, I'll count and you go hide!" Astrid looked to the sky as she stood up, rolling her eyes only when the princess could not see her.

"One, two, three..." Astrid dashed off, her footsteps carefully chosen to be just loud enough for her to hear. She was nine, the least she could do was let her win. She ducked behind a boulder and waited. "Eight, nine, ten!"

She cried the last number and took off after her...in the completely wrong direction. Astrid snickered, peeking over the top of the boulder. She sighed and shook her head. She picked up a stone and threw it at some gardening tools resting against the limestone wall of the small canyon in which they both stood. The tools fell, drawing her attention.

"Ah hah! Found you" she declared running towards the tools, finally in the right direction. Of course she couldn't find her near the tools, so when she went back to rooting around, she slipped out of her hiding spot to find something a little easier. "Hey, where'd she go?" She rounded a pillar and spotted her, screaming with glee as she feigned disappointment.

"Aww, and I was sure I had you that time." She said with a smile.

"Nope, face it Astrid" she said, chin high. "You'll never beat me at this game. Hey, do you think I could be a spy master when I grow up, or a Master Assassin like you?"

"No" she said flatly, her heart breaking at the girl's crestfallen expression. She knelt and whispered in her ear. "Because when you grow up you'll be Empress."

"Yeah, but that's no fun" Emily explained, pouting.

"Emily?!" Astrid recognized that voice. It was the steward, Gobber. Not only had Gobber practically raised herself and the Emperor, he was also raising and tutoring his daughter.

"Crap!" Emily swore, panic overwhelming her girlish features. "I have to go, Gobber's going to kill me." Without a backwards glance she was off like a shot, sprinting up the steep dirt pathway to the palace grounds.

Astrid laughed and shook her head, following after at a much slower pace. As she walked she let herself take in the palace, the grounds, the gardens, the stunning view of the ocean and the sailing towers of Berk keep, climbing high over the tallest buildings. She was home, finally home.

As she strolled through a garden, recalling a happy childhood of games and secret kisses and silent promises she spotted the High Overseer, Lord Danagar, having his portrait painted by Sir Fungus, the royal physician.

"Ah, Astrid" Danagar called out in a friendly manner. "How faired your travels?"

"Don't move, damn your eyes" Fungus swore.

"Not as well as we had hopped" she admitted.

"Feh, we've nothing to fear from the plague" Fungus insisted. "My serum will work, you just watch. In a year the plague will be nothing but a distant memory."

"A distant nightmare, perhaps" Danagar said with a frown.

"Indeed" Astrid agreed. "And I pray you're right Sir Fungus. I truly do."

"Feh" he grumbled again. "On your way then, the Emperor won't wait and I need to finish this for our 'esteemed' High Overseer."

Astrid chuckled, waving as she departed the two men she had known most of her life. At least Fungus hadn't changed. As grouchy and crotchety as ever.

"Majesty I beg of you to listen to reason."

"Enough Alvin, I will not abandon my people to fear, darkness and death. We are not leaving the city and you will not quarantine a soul. Am I clear?"

Astrid could not restrain the smile at the sound of conviction in her Emperor's voice. It was hard to imagine such a shy, awkward boy had grown into such a strong, confident leader. She was so…so proud of him. She rounded the corner to bear witness to the conversation passing between the Spy Master and the Emperor. Alvin was a massive man, hugely tall and almost two men across. He was a mountain of muscle and facial hair. Her Emperor by contrast was long and thing, lanky and lean with thin, sinewy muscle hiding under gentle features. She admitted that her heart fluttered a little harder than it should have at seeing him again.

"Be gone, I will hear no more of this" he said, dismissing the Spy Master.

"As you wish" the large man said, bowing before turning on his heel and marching away. Astrid smirked, how it must have burnt Alvin to take orders from a man like Hiccup. She turned her full attention to the young Emperor, ignoring Alvin and pushing him from her mind. He was standing in the shade of a pagoda, looking out over the ocean at the slowly setting sun, his hands clasped behind his back, feet spread.

"You wished to see me" she said softly, announcing herself gently.

"Astrid!" he spun around and embraced her, pulling her close. "I am so glad to see you again. I wish I hadn't sent you away for all those years. But I could trust no one else."

"You need not explain, Majesty" she said softly in his ear, not returning his embrace.

"Hiccup, Astrid," He said as he released her. "Please, Hiccup."

"As you wish, Majesty." He sighed, frustrated by her stubbornness, which made her smile.

"It has been too many days since last I saw that smile," he said, his voice soft and warm. Too formal for a Lord and his servant. Astrid blushed, he shouldn't say things like that. It wasn't fair. "I read your report" he said stepping away, looking out over the water again. "I had hoped that at least one of the islands had dealt with the plague before. The fact that they have not only strengthens my belief that the plague is not natural, that this is some kind of attack. But that they would move to blockade the capital, I had not believed they would go so far. It disturbs me to hear it."

"We will overcome this Majesty. Of that fact, be unconcerned." The conviction in her voice soothed him, she could tell.

"I praise your confidence, Master Assassin, I only wish I shared it," he said sadly. "I sense dark times ahead..." A look crossed his face, the look of a man who could see the outcome of a struggle and did not like the results.

"Movement on the rooftops!"

The emperor was drawn out of his dark thoughts by a sentry. Astrid rushed to the overlook to see what the commotion was about. Sure enough, several hooded figures moved along the rooftops. But there was something strange about them, they seemed to shimmer out of existence only to reaper on the next roof top, like they were jumping, unseen, from roof to roof. Astrid took no chances and pulled her sword from her hip, her firearm finding its home in her left hand. As soon as one of the men appeared before her she did not hesitate.

He was armed, blade in hand. Astrid required no further provocation, nor would she wait for him to vanish again, she squeezed the trigger on her pistol and fired a round into his chest. The fat, lead orb impacted and sent him sprawling backwards with the force of a small explosion. Astrid did not have the time to make sure he stayed down, for another foe appeared before her, sword drawn and charging. She thrust, her blade biting deep into his chest. The masked man collapsed with a gurgle only to be replaced by a third, too fast for Astrid to recover. Astrid felt herself lifted into the air, as if some unseen force had taken hold of her throat and hoisted her aloft. Somehow, the man was choking her without even touching her. She struggled and fought as a monstrously large man dressed in a red military uniform blinked into being before the Emperor. He had dark skin and long, tightly woven hair that fell down his enormous back in thick locks.

"Father!"

She heard the cry and struggled to turn her head to look. Another of the black masked men had the princess held fast in his grip. She tried to cry out but could not find the air to do so.

"Emily!" She heard the Emperor cry, struggling against his captor. Hiccup was no fighter, he couldn't defend himself without her. She had to get free, had to get to her Emperor, had to keep him and his son safe.

"Father, what's..." The massive man waved his left hand and the man holding Emily vanished, taking the girl with him.

"No, release my daughter, bring her back to me!"

"I am afraid" said the large man in quiet tones. "That you will never see her again, but rest assured that she will remain safe."

"What do you want?" Hiccup spat back, still struggling in vain to free himself.

"It's not about what I want" the man said. "Unfortunately, it means little more to you." A long, slender blade slide from out of the man's right sleeve. In one, smooth, clean motion, he sunk the blade deep into the Emperor's chest, pulling it free cleanly.

"No!" Astrid screamed, finding her voice at last. She hit the ground roughly, released from the shadowy grip which had held her.

"Speak your peace quickly" came the man's hushed voice again. He said no more, dissolving into the air along with the rest of his men. Astrid crawled forward and cradled her Emperor's head in her hands.

"Astrid" Hiccup choked out weakly. "Astird you have...have to" he choked again, blood spewing from his lips and pooling on the white stone of the pagoda.

"Don't talk" she said weakly, choking bake bitter, desperate tears. "You, you have too..."

"Find Emily" Hiccup said weakly. "Fin...find her...keep her...sah...safe..."

His brilliant green eyes darkened, his mouth fell open, and blood trickled over his lips. He was gone, with a final choking gurgle he was gone, slain not five feet from her while she had been helpless to save him.

"No" she moaned weakly, touching his cold clammy forehead with her own.

"Over here!" The shout startled her, but she couldn't find the strength to move. It was Danagar, flanked by a dozen guards. "The Master Assassin, she...she's killed the Emperor. Seize her!"

What? No, she hadn't, she…

A sharp thud impacted the back of her head and the world went black.


	2. Chapter 2
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**Dishonored, Chapter 2**

"Why are we wasting our time with her? Why can't we just kill her already?"

"Because Daganar..."

"Its Dagur! I tell you over and over, my name is Dagur!"

"Whatever! Interrupt me again and a dagger is exactly what you will wake up to find in your back!"

"Apologies, Lord Regent."

"Now, as for why we haven't killed her, she's much too...oh she's waking up. Hello, Miss Hofferson. So good to see you again."

The world resolved slowly into focus, blurry blobs of color coalescing into faces and shapes. She must have passed out again, she never used to be this weak. After six months of torture, though, she supposed she should give herself a little credit. They hadn't broken her after all. Not yet anyway. The interrogation room was, well, pretty much exactly like it always was. The High Overseer's desk, currently occupied by the Lord Regent, stood a few yards away. The bars were the same, the chains, the tools, the brands. All the same as usual. But there was something...different about today. She couldn't put her finger on it, but something was definitely different.

"Now Astrid," the hulking Regent said, his words sickeningly sweet. "I don't see why this needs to be unpleasant. You have been found guilty of assassinating the Emperor, all you need to do is sign the confession and we can put this whole, messy business behind us."

"I didn't kill him" she spat, somehow managing to sound defiant.

"Of course not," Alvin said with an aggravatingly smug chuckle. "We did, but we can't tell the people that now can we? Not after all the hard work we've done to keep them quiet during this...unfortunate shift in power. Why, to tell them that their beloved Lord Regent was responsible for deposing the Emperor would plunge the nation into civil war. Those Loyalists fools are a big enough thorn in my side and they have nothing but baseless accusations. Think of what they could do if they had proof?"

"You're a traitor Alvin, all of you are. And you'll pay for it in the end."

"Perhaps" he said with a sigh, rubbing his forehead. "Regardless, you will not live to see it." He stood up and stepped around the desk. "You're execution has been scheduled for tomorrow morning. I do wish I could say it will be slow but, well, you did murder a monarch after all." Astrid spat at him. The small little glob fell woefully short of its target.

"Yes. Right, well, Dagur. Do your thing, I have press waiting and the upstarts to crush." As Alvin left, Dagur, leering like a wolf, walked to the coal pit, and pulled out an angry red brand. With a maddening snicker he approached and pressed the glowing orange steel to her cheek. Astrid let out a scream as the hissing metal seared her flesh. Her scream was not long lived, for soon the world went fuzzy and then black as she passed out.

Again.
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"Meal time."

Astrid was woken out of her unconsciousness by the voice of a guard and the harsh sound of a metal shutter being lifted. A tray slid into view, only to be swallowed again by darkness as the shutter closed. The only light that penetrated her cell came through the barred window in the heavy steel door. Her cheek still throbbed angrily from whatever they had branded her with, the raw flesh blistering angrily. With a groan she crawled forward, lacking the strength at present to stand.

The food did not strike her as typical, Astrid had never gotten a tray before, let alone a food dome. Confused but uncaring she lifted the lid to find the tray empty save for a scrap of paper...and a key. Questioningly she picked up the key and paper. There was a note written on it in fine lettering.

_Eat well_

Eat well? That was it. She stared at the key and then at the key hole in her cell. There was no way, this was some kind of trick. Still, she tired the key on the door and to her shock, she heard a click. She gave the door a gentle push and it swung open. This couldn't be happening, why now? She stepped out into the hallway and looked left, then right. No one, not a single guard. Yet, on a nearby table there rested a dagger, completely unattended. This was ridiculous, even if she had gotten out of the cell there was no way she was breaking out of Coldgate Prison. She noticed a blank sheet of paper on the desk where she had found the dagger and she tried her luck. She flipped it over and sure enough, more words in the same hand writing.

_Astrid. No time to explain who we are. Make for the sewer entrance in the yard, there you will find the tools for your escape. Good look. A friend._

She was going to die. Not that that really mattered, she was going to die if she stayed here anyway. Slowly, probably publicly.

Without a backward glance she slipped off down the hall. Her first obstacle was the guard room. It was manned by what looked like three guards, two were chatting about the local gossip while the third slept. Honestly, how did Coldgate have a reputation at all? As quietly as she could, she snuck under the guardroom window, not even daring to breath, until she crept passed and rounded a corner. She let out a breath and started off down the hall again.

Everything was going well, until a random patrol rounded the corner at the end of the hall. It took all of Astrid's control to keep from yelping, and then to dive into an empty corridor. The guards passed noisily without even looking down the hallway. Which was a good thing because Astrid was sure her ass was hanging out of her hiding spot. This was absurd, she had been sure they tossed her into the maximum security wing but she had only seen, what, six guards since getting out of her cell? Something was going on here, either the guards took her as less of a threat then they should have, or the powers that be were looking out for her.

As silently as was humanly possible, maybe more so, Astrid crept along the halls and corridors of the prison, keeping to the shadows as best she could. It still baffled her that, whenever she did come across the guards, they were always only in pairs or threes. Was this really how the prison system worked? And where was the alarm? She had been out of her cell a full ten minutes and _no one _had sounded an alarm? Maybe her luck was just that good, maybe she had been let out during a change in shift? Who really knew, she was just going to count her blessings and press on, there was only one thing left in her way. The courtyard. Like everywhere else, it was only lightly guarded, just three guards spread out over the entire yard. It was child's play to slip passed them, Emily could have done it by accident. It had now been a full twenty minutes since she had slipped out of her cell, and only now, just as she was disappearing into the sewers, did the alarm go up that she had escaped.

Pathetic.

About twenty yards into the sewer, Astrid came across a small camp sight. It looked like one of the citizens had hidden down here, from what exactly she didn't know, for some time. If she had to guess, he had been hiding from the City Watch. The Watch had been evicting anyone with signs of sickness and throwing them into the flooded district. He must have been trying to stick it out here before the Watch came to throw him out of his home. It hadn't worked. Astrid had picked up a lot of local information from the guards and other inmates during her time in Coldgate. While she didn't know everything, she had gotten a basic understanding of what had transpired the two years she was gone, as well as what was going on outside her cell during her imprisonment.

The short version was; not well.

She found a decent sized box not far from a corps, she guessed by the plague marks the man who had occupied the camp. She knew that this must have been it, it was new and clean, not dingy and soggy like everything else. And the message was stuck to the top of the box was something of a giveaway.

_Astrid. Find enclosed gear and equipment to help you find us. You'll find all items within of superb quality and custom design. A man named Eret will be waiting for you on the river, he will bring you to us. See you soon. A friend._

Certainly were cryptic.

She pressed a small button on the box and it opened up like a weapon's locker, which she supposed it was. Inside she found one of the finest short swords she had ever seen, retractable, telescopic, blade and all. There was a small hand crossbow and a few bolts along with one of Fungus's elixirs. She guessed it must work and took it without a second thought. She was going to be slogging through a rat infested sewer, she may as well come out the other side without plague. The red liquid was bitter, foul, like drinking thick tea steeped for far too long. She felt better than she had before taking it, but wondered how long it would last. With a breath and all of her gear in hand, she headed off down the tunnel. The note had said something about a man at the end of the sewers by the river, only thing to do now was get to him. She figured she would follow the flow of the sewer, if she remembered right they all dumped out on the river, so she was bound to end up outside eventually.

It was certainly not an easy trip. The sewer mains were clogged with debris and rot and filth. She didn't want to guess how many plague rats lived down here. There was also an unsettling amount of corpses. Apparently the poor sod from the entrance hadn't been the only one to think of the sewers as a last ditch hiding spot. Men, women, even a few children were strewn about the cold, wet stones of the sewers. Some alone, others clutching each other as the end crept up on them. It was not a comforting sight, to say the least.

On top of that, it seemed that the Watch had finally caught on to her. Guards were out in force, combing through the sewers for her in roving packs of anywhere from three to eight. Where had these numbers been in the prison? At least between the catwalks, the filth and the rats there were plenty of opportunities to avoid detection. Most of the guards had no idea she was there, aside from one unlucky Watchmen who happened to round a corner just as she was.

It had been a reflex, happening before Astrid was fully aware of what her body was doing. Her blade found his throat, cutting cleanly through his wind pipe before she could stop herself. She stared in shock as he died, gurgling helplessly as his life blood poured out around his grasping hands. He died quickly and without a sound, unable to alert his comrades. She felt bad, really she did, but she couldn't afford him found. She tossed him into one of the deeper channels. He would never be found. It was far from the first man she had killed in her life, but this one had been largely innocent. Probably with a family, a wife and children who would wonder when their father was coming home that night, not knowing he never would again. Astrid forced herself not to dwell on it. She pushed on, making it a point to dodge further Watchmen. Men would die for what happened to the Emperor, many men. But not these men.

After an hour or so Astrid came upon a large open area. It was vaguely L shaped with the end of the pipe she was occupying dumping out onto a sandy little patch of earth, only to have another pipe pick up at a ninety degree angle. She wasn't sure what it was, she couldn't make out a drain for the area and could only guess that it was a storm drain or overflow lot. There were a few old boxes and crates strewn about the sand with one particularly large shipping crate resting on its side at an odd angle, the end of it stuck into the soft, soggy sand. She jumped, startled, when a body fell through an opening in the ceiling, sunlight streaming through and eliminating the sewer. It was followed by another, the body making a sickening, sort of wet crunch when it hit the shipping crate.

"Yeah, just toss em down there and let the rats have em," she heard echo down from above. "No one asks too many questions..." the voice faded as whoever had deposited the bodies moved on. She stepped off of the pipe onto the dingy, dirty sand and instantly regretted her decision. She yelped as something sharp clamped down on her foot. She jumped back up onto the pipe and swatted at her foot. A rat the size of a small cat hit the ground a scurried off with an outraged squeak.

"Fucking rats!" She swore, inspecting her foot. The rat's teeth had punched right through the leather of her boot but, upon inspection, had not drawn blood. Thank god, that had been no common sewer rat and she got the distinct impression that she would be infected with plague if it had cut her open. As she looked up she saw not one but two large packs of the rodents come scurrying out of whatever hole they lived in and swarmed over one of the bodies that had fallen onto the sand. The beasts' skeletonized the corps in seconds. Astrid stared at the pack in horror as they tore into the body, ripping and tearing at the flesh with dozens of razor sharp teeth. What if that had been her? If that lone rat hadn't bitten her, it might well have been.

The large box with the second body on it was not far away, she might be able to jump it if she got a head start. She took a breath and backtracked down the pipe a few yards, then took off running. With a yell she launched herself off the edge of the pipe. At first she didn't think she was going to make it, but somehow she managed to just land on the edge of the box. She leaned forward and let her momentum take her the rest of the way onto the box. The rats teemed below her and she swallowed, as close as that had been she was not going to make it to the next pipe. She was going to have to run for it. Maybe she could distract the rats for just a few seconds while she hauled ass to the pipe. She looked at the body, a clean cut from ear to ear on its neck. This poor man hadn't died of plague.

"Sorry" she said softly, picking him up and tossing him onto the sand. The rats were on him before she could even get off the box. She didn't look back, just ran hard and tried to drown out the sound of seething bodies and ripping flesh. She could be sick later, right now she had to get out of this god forsaken sewer alive. The rest of the trip was uneventful. No more guards and thank god no more rats. When she rounded a bend and saw sunlight at the end, she almost cried. She stood in the opening, staring out at the river and the sun setting over the horizon and sobbed. She was out. Six months, and she was finally free.

"Astrid?" Her breath caught in her throat and she ducked back into the darkness of the pipe. A man stepped out of the river reeds. He was maybe six feet tall, broad shouldered and had short black hair. Dragon trapper tattoos adorned his chin and he was dressed in sailing clothes, a light jacket and thick pants. He was handsome, sort of, and a lot younger than she had expected. "Astrid, that you? It's Eret, from the letter. Come on let's get you out of here." Slowly, very slowly, Astrid stepped out of the shadows. "There she is, come on lass, let's get you home safe."

"Where might home be?"

"Later, I promise I'll tell you everything on the way but right now, we need to go."

Every fiber, every instinct told her not to trust him, but she was out of options. She either went with him or went back into the sewers...which was simply not an option. She jumped down off the pipe and approached.

"Alright, let's go."
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"And that's the long and the short of it," Eret explained. "The Loyalists spent a lot of money and risked everything to get you out. Not sure why but they seem to think you're our best hope for saving the city. We're coming up on their hide out now."

Eret was skilled boatman. He pulled the boat up effortlessly to an old, abandoned dock just as the sun was touching the horizon. "This here is the Dragon's Dive. It's an old pub that went belly up when the plague hit. No one comes out this way anymore, we're right under the Lord Regent's nose and he doesn't have a clue." When the little boat came to a stop Eret killed the engine and tossed a line out onto the shore. He hopped out and tired the boat up as a small group of people, presumably the Loyalists, approached.

"I suppose introductions are in Order," he said as a woman about the same height as Astrid walked up. She had long blonde hair and lightly bronzed skin. "This is..."

"Admiral Camicazi Havelock" she said, extending her hand to shake Astrid's. "Pleasure to meet you Astrid. I'm the military leader of the Loyalist movement" she announced, a smirk bordering on arrogant adorning her otherwise pretty features. "And this is Lord Jorgenson" she said, turning and introducing a broad shouldered man with dusky black hair and a square jaw. "He represents our political power, what little can be said of it."

"For now" he said defiantly, sticking his hand out. Astrid shook neither hand, she stood aloof and cold to the others.

"Why should I trust you?" she said flatly, never one to mince words. "If you are all so loyal, where were you when his majesty was being murdered?" She saw Lord Jorgenson scowl. He was about to retort when the Admiral cut him off.

"No Snotlout, she has every right to doubt us. I was with the seventh fleet when Hic...his majesty met his end." Her words were flat, straight forward, honest.

"Hiccup and I never got along" Snotlout said angrily, not bothering to hide his emotions. "But he was my mother's nephew and Emily is my God Daughter. I won't abandon my family so easily."

"So there is your answer Astrid" Admiral Havelock said. "Can we stop measuring dicks and be friends now? After all, we did break you out of jail."

"A little gratitude would be nice" Snotlout said sharply.

Camicazi's hand was still hanging in air, waiting to be shook. Astrid hesitated for a moment more, looking between the Admiral and the Lord. She wasn't sure she could trust them, not yet. But it was a start. She took the Admiral's hand and shook it, hard. Camicazi's smirk returned, brighter than ever.

"Welcome to the Loyalists Astrid. We have big plans for you." Snotlout snorted and stormed off, grumbling about something Astrid couldn't quite make out. "Please forgive him, Snotlout doesn't think we should have stuck our neck out as far as we did to get you out. But we need you" she shrugged, "the Loyalists are dead without you. But we can get into that later. For now, get some rest. I promise you, you'll need it."

**Thank you all again for reading. If you liked it please let me know, if you **_**didn't **_**like it PLEASE let me know. I can't get better if you don't review me. Again because of the lack of enthusiasm in this story I won't be writing any more chapters. Don't worry, if you want to find out how it all ends, just play the game or look it up on youtube, the story would have been the same. Besides, I had no idea who was going to play The Outsider. But I definitely plan to return to writing.**


End file.
